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presented several documents of identification, among them
papers issued by the American army and used when I was a
correspondent in France. Cordova seemed satisfied but politely
informed the interpreter that any treachery would be paid for
with the latter's life.
Cordova was a swarthy man of medium stature. His coal-
black eyes flashed with hatred as he talked about the revolu-
tion. His equally black hair was straight and coarse, in-
dicating Indian ancestry. His bushy black moustache partially
covered a "hard mouth*' made that way, perhaps, by an ad-
venturous and dangerous life. He sat down in a chair and
we talked.
I told him that I had come to get the truth of the Jenkins
case; that Jenkins was facing trial by Mexican authorities for
alleged collusion in his abduction and that it was believed
the Mexican authorities intended to convict Jenkins on faked
evidence; that I spoke not only for my newspaper in New
York in seeking the information but for the American em-
bassy as well, it being understood that embassy officials could
not communicate with an enemy of the government to which
they were accredited.
Cordova spoke in Spanish which I understood, but which
I asked to have translated for purposes of greater accuracy.
He replied:
"I want to impress on you at the beginning and I hope
that you will make it clear to the American people through
the New York Tribune, that Senor Jenkins had nothing to do
with the kidnaping of his person, which I, myself, per-
sonally carried out. Senor Jenkins is innocent of wrong
against the Mexican government. This government is per-
secuting him to save its face, and will do everything low and
contemptible to gain its ends."